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A FREAK TIDAL WAVE SWEPT AWAY THE GAMBLING SHIF HADES---WITH 
HER EVIL CREW AND HER PLEASURE-MAD PATRONS! BUT WHAT SINISTER 


FORCE OF EVIL COULD BRING HER BACK TO WREAK VENGEANCE ON THE 
GOLD-MAD CREATOR WHOSE GREED HAD SENT A CARGO OF LOST SOULS 
TO THEIR DOOM! 


~ 
HERE'S \/ THERE'LL BE EVEN 
PLENTY OF || MORE COMING BACK, | 
: WHEN OUR POCKETS 
ARE EMPTY 


\TO THEM, HARRY WAS A PERFECT HOST... 


CHAMPAGNE FOR COMPLIMENTS 
OF THE 


BoreD 
AND 
IDLE 
RICH, 
SEEKING 
THRILLS, 
RODE 
OUT To 
HARRY 
CAIN'S 
GAMBLING 
SHIP 
HADES, 
BEYOND THE 
LEGAL 
LIMITS... 


“HO & SHOVING, JACK ! VING, JACK) 


I-I THOUGHT MY LUCK 


pba ia 2 ee TO LOOM ie \( Would CHANGE, me CAN 
OF s) ING EO i LO CH, A 2. CAIN! | 
eA oe SPEAK TO You! 7 | GNE ME wy, T'LL MAKE GOOD AS 
wf SOON AS I CAN! 


in 


THIS 
JUST TO 


HELP You PAER4 


REMEMBER ! 


IS DUMP HIM! IF HE ISN'T 
BACK TOMORROW 
NIGHT WITH THE 


DOUGH, YOU KNOW 


YOU RAT! I NTS D-DID BUT SOMETHING 
I TOLD YOU YOUR LUCK WOULD THOUGHT YOU MUSTA GONE WRONG, 
CHANGE! CHET, I'D LIKE TO GIMMICKED THE Boss! I'LL GET THE 
SPEAK TO YOU A MOMENT! WHEEL SO NOBODY'D } DOUGH B-BACK IF I 
: WIN! HAFTA TAG HIM 
ASHORE AND SLUG 
HIM IN AN ALLEY / 


/ CONGRATULATIONS, MR. RONSON! 


IT'S DAVE BANNER, AS LONG AS INTRODUCTIONS 
THE REPORTER WHO'S \ ARE IN ORDER, HARRY, THIS 
BEEN STIRRING UP IS SUE PERRIN, OUR ACE 
TROUBLE! AND YOU PHOTOGRAPHER! WE'VE 
LUG HIM RIGHT GOT A NEW STORY 

OUT HERE, YOU 
FATHEAD ! 


TWO NEW CUSTOMERS, 
BOSS! HE HAD A 
GUEST CARD! 


L'VE BEEN SEND THE "BUT THE VIOLENCE THAT STRUCK 
Desi NTO eTORM COULD \ cRowo Home! \ I'LL SEND) | WAS OF A DIFFERENT NATURE... 
THE MADES \ TURN THIS TUB | AS SUE SAYS,A } YOU TWO ; 
CONSTRUCTION, ) OVER AND STORM WOULD / HOME IN A scoreline ae 4 
HARRY! IS IT _ | DROWN EVERY-) CAPSIZE THE BASKET! ‘ ; 
AOU WERE|. BODY! \ THIS WAY! KILLED | 
TOO TIGHT TO 7 > 

PAY FOR at 
BALLAST ON 
HER KEEL? 

coe 


YWel-// IM 
GETTING OUT 
OF HERE ! 


ALL THOSE PEOPLE 
BELOW! GET THEM ON 
DECK! CAIN.../ 


COME BACK AND TAKE AS 
MANY OFF AS YOU CAN | 


Y Fino 

YOUR OWN 
WAY OFF ! 
I'M GETTING Bf 
CLEAR! 


due Gang nent NEARLY TWO HUNDRED PEOPLE INTHE 
AND HOLD YOUR SALON WERE CAUGHT WITHOUT HOPE OF 


AN 
INSTANT 
LATER 

THE 
GIGANTIC 
WAVE 
STRUCK 
WITH 
THE 
ROAR 
OF A 
HUNDRED Jr 
EXPRESS 
TRAINS ! 


THE MIGHTY WAVE HAD SWEPT ASHORE, KILLING 
AND DESTROYING WITH IRRESISTASLE FURY! 


THE 


pS é 
Tee ee T-TM ALIVE! 


+ IMPOSSIBLE... 


THEY 
THE ONLY SURVIVOR, 


\ SiR! DIO You Lose 
EVERYTHING ? 
SAFE 


AT LAST 
IN HIS 
PENT- 
HOUSE, 
HARRY 
CAIN 

BEGAN TO 
REALIZE 
THE FULL 
MAGNITUDE 
OF HIS. 
INCREDIBLE 


READ 

ALL ABOUT 

IT! MYSTERY \ 
WHAT'S 
WRONG, 


GETA 


AND GET 


\, PHOTOGRAPHS ? 


ARE YOU SURE YOU'RE 
ALL RIGHT, SIR ? YOU'D 
BETTER GOTOA 


I'M OKAY! JUST 
GET ME TO MY 
HOTEL! 


HOSPITAL! 


ALL, SANDERS! MY 

DOUGH WAS ALL HERE 

IN THE SAFE AND I'VE 

GOT INSURANCE TO 
COVER THE 


HOW COULD A 
GHOST SEND 
STORIES AND 


wONLY SURVIVOR, AM I? THAT 
MEANS THOSE SNOOPY REPORTERS 
WON'T TELL ANYBODY ABOUT THE 
HADES NOT BEING BALLASTED! 
I'M SAFE! 


BOSS, THAT 
KINO OF 

STORY GIVES 
ME THE 


UPSTAIRS | 
I'M SAFE 
UP THERE! 


CREEPS! 


ME OUT OF 


ANOTHER OF COURSE 1-IT'S CHET, HOLD IT, KILLER! N Yeor-/-0 f 
CRACK LIKE (yea I'M SAFE | RIGHT AT HIS Me \ 
F 


L WANT A PICTURE | GET HER 
THAT AND i HERE! WHEEL! BUT, HE'S ‘OR TOMORROW'S / AWAY FROM 


I'LL KILL K 80 NOBODY DEAD, BOSS! ‘ PAPER! ME! SHE'S 
\ you! CAN j ( W D-DEAD! 
> EEEAAA! 1 5 , 


BULLET'S Y~ SILLY! THE DEAD CAN ONLY NOT YOU, HARRY ! YOU'RE GOING 
CAN'T ¢ DIE ONCE, HARRY CAIN., ral \ BACK TO THE AADES WITH us! 
HURT HER! | AND YOU KILLED US THAT ‘\ | 
{ SHE WON'T NIGHT ON THE HADES! )} 
DIE! 


OF COURSE, HARRY! WE'LL LET ME GO! 

\ WASN'T MY __\ TAKE YOU OUT AND LET ‘YOU I HAVE PLENTY Y MONEY DOESN'T BUY LIFE! 
FAULT! THERE EXPLAIN THAT TO THE PEOPLE OF MONEY! BUT YOU CAN EXPLAIN 
WAS ONLY ONE YOU LEFT To DIE! f I'LL PAY TO THEM! 

SPEEDBOAT ! , ANYTHING | 


i THE 


SPEEOBOATS 
WERE ALL 
DESTROYED 
IN THE TIDAL 


SURE, HARRY ! THIS 
ONE DOESN'T REALLY 
EXIST....IN YOUR. 
WORLO ! 


NO! NO! FOR THE 
LOVE OF MERCY ! LET 
ME GO! I'LL DO ANY- 
THING.... PAY ANYTHING! 


STOP STARING KYOU KNEW ABOUT 


AT ME ! YOU'RE 
D-DEAD! GO 
BACK TO YOUR 
GRAVES AND 
LET ME 
ALONE ! 


NOT BALLASTING 
THE KEEL SO THE 
HADES WOULD 
BE ABLE TO RIDE 
OUT A HARD 
sToRM! 


We-I-I-I/ THE HADES ! 
I WON'T GO ABOARD! 
YOU CAN'T MAKE ME! 


BUT, HARRY, YOUR 
SUCKERS ARE WAITING 
TO GAMBLE ! YOU WOULD 
NOT TURN DOWN THEIR 

MONEY, WOULD 


THEY'RE ALL HERE... 

ALL OF THEM !-JUST 

THE WAY THEY WERE 
THAT NIGHT ! 


WHAT 
YES, YES! THE BEAUTIFUL 
BALLAST WAS SO PICTURES-- 
EXPENSIVE! I FIGURED \ THE GREAT | TAPE! WE'LL 
I'D SAVE THE MONEY! 
L ADMIT IT! IF IT HAD 
BEEN THERE, THE 
WADES \NOULD 
HAVE STAYED 
UPRIGHT! 


ON HIS 
KNEES 

PLEADING 

FOR MERCY! 


“THE MADES DIDN'T SINK AS 
EVERYBODY THOUGHT! IT MERELY 
CAPSIZED AND WAS DRIVEN 
SOUTHWARD BY THE WINDS THAT 
FOLLOWED THE WAVE..." 


YOU'RE PLENTY OF THANKS TO YOU! BUT WE 
NOT DEAD? OTHERS WITH KEPT QUIET IN HOPES OF 
YOU T-TRICKED } YOUR CROOKED TRAPPING YOU ! 

ME GAMES! YES, 

WE TRICKED 


Be GS YOU TRICKED Y WE SURVIVED, TOO....NO 


“THE HADES GROUNDED ON THIS SAND- I-IM SPEECHLESS! You 


BAR ANO FLIPPED UPRIGHT AGAIN... BUT SAY YOU'VE REPLACED EXACTLY ! 
TOO LATE To SAVE THE PEOPLE TRAPPED THE GAMBLING TABLES IT'S HORRIBLE.. 
IN HER HOLD!" HANG ON, SUE! AND BODIES JUST THE BUT SO WAS 

‘ ‘ “WE WAY THEY WERE THEIR DEATH ! 


OH, THOSE POOR, WE'RE ALIVE... 
POOR PEOPLE 
INSIDE! 


GOT 
BACK TO 
THE CITY! 

OUR 
EDITOR 
AGREED 
TO PLAY 

ALONG 

WITH 

THIS 
TRICK IN 

ORDER 
TO GET 

THE 

REAL 
STORY..." 


THAT NIGHT! 


NOBODY EVER TOOK I MEAN... WOBODY ! YOU WERE 
HARRY CAIN FOR A YOU MEAN... REPORTED DEAD ON THE HADES / 
RIDE AND LIVED TO |MWOBODY BEFORE YOU'LL STILL BE DEAD ON THE HADES... 
TELL ABOUT IT! us! AND I'LL SMASH THAT RECORDER ! 
NOBODY CAN PIN THIS ON ME! 


SUDDENLY. Th = SHIP HEAVES AND ROLLS. 
SOREN EY THE pee END RO GET OUT...QUICK! THIS 
TLL KILL. \ THE HADES MUST TIME THERE WON'T BE 


Yo¥/-/-1f BE SLIPPING OFF THE A SEC HANCE | 
WHAT'S SAND BAR! Ses me 
HAPPENING? 


DAVE, LOOK! THE 
HADES IS SINKING / 


NOT UNTIL SUE 
HELP! IS CLEAR ! 


SAVE ME! aga 


OH, DAVE ! 
“THERE'S WHAT A 
NOTHING WE FRIGHTFUL 
CAN DO! END...EVEN 
FOR HARRY 


A FITTING END 
FOR A RAT LIKE 
CAIN! IT'S ALMOST 
AS IF THE DEAD 
HELD HIM DELIBERATELY 
AS AN ACT OF 
VENGEANCE / 


Lh; 


I'M NOT SO SURE THAT 

ISN'T EXACTLY WHAT 

~ HAPPENED TO 
\ HARRY CAIN! 


\ 


TELLS ME 
TO JUMP IN! 


—n 

GOOD HEAVENS’ /\ GOLA SIVA! THIS MUST BE THE 

Froserr WHAT'S TH/S 7 SOLA SIVA’ NATIVE CEREMONY 
MSINTYRE, . m OF DEVIL WoRSsSHIP ¢ 

( AMERICAN aa I'VE BEEN WARNED 

GEOLOGIST r To STAY AWAY . 


Ee. ~) ‘ FROM! 
STRANGE : , ; 
CEREMONY 
WHILE 
STUDYING 


BUT, SUDDENLY.-- 


I'D BETTER GET OUT OF HERE FAST! 
IF T CAN REACH MY event I'LL 


IE SAFE! 


YOU MAY ESCAPE 
Now, BUT GOLA 
SIVA_WILL SOON 
TAKE VENGEANCE! 


: (easr.) —» 


GET INSIDE |} 
THE HOUSE | 


1 an, i, 


2A? DADDY! MY NEW 
DOLLY...NAGANA 
GAVE iT TOME! } 


I SAW THE DEVIL-WORSHIP 
CEREMONY BY ACCIDENT! 
TI’ TURNED A BEND IN THE 
TRAIL AND THERE THEY 
WERE CHANTING GOLA 
SIVA/ THAT'S WHAT 

THE NATIVES CALL 

THE VOLCANO / 


DESPITE ROBERT'S FEARS, 
NOTHING HAPPENED / 


I HAD SOME GO 
LUCK TODAY_IN 
GETTING HARD-TO- 
FIND HELP IN 

THE HOUSE! 


NAGANA TOLD ME THE 
DOLLY WOULD TALK TO 
ME IF _I PROMISED 
TO LISTEN TO HIM! 


NONSENSE, BETSY! 
NAGANA WAS 
ONLY JOKING / 


BUT DOLLY TOLD ME 
YOU WERE A BAD 
DADDY! DOLLY SAYS 
IT HATES YOU! 


STOP IT, 
BETSY! 


I DON'T CARE! 
OOLLY QOES 
TALK’ 


NAGANA, THOSE STORIES 
YOU FILL THE CHILD'S HEAD 
WITH ABOUT THE DOLL 
TALKING... YOU UNDERSTAND ! 
WE CAN'T HAVE HER 
THINKING THESE 

THINGS! 


am BE GLAD WHEN YOUR 
GEOLOGICAL SURVEY IS OVER, 
DEAR,AND WE CAN LEAVE ! 


I HATE TO PUNISH THE CHILD, 
BUT A LIE [S A LIE! OH... 
ER... NAGANA...I_ WANT 
TO TALK TO YoU! 


HOW COULD BETSY IMAGINE SUCH A 
THING AS THE DOLL SAYING IT HATED 
NAGANA ) ME! HMPHS AND YET... THE BLASTED 
THING DOES LOOK ASIF IT COULD 
TALK AND HATE/ 


OID NOT 
ANSWER, 
BUT ROBERT 
WAS SURE 
THAT SHE 


UNDERSTOOD 
SHE TURNED 


AS ROBERT WALKED TOWARD HIS WIFE WITH 
THE POWERFUL AC/D..- 


L00K OL 7/ SOMETHING GRABBED 
THE Actor’ ME... HELD MY ARM... 


MYRNA! YES ! THE ACID I DION'T TRIP! THE DOLL CAUGHT MY 
ARE You JUST MISSED ARM! [Tt DION'T BRUSH MY ELBOW! IT 
ALL RIGHT, ME! BUT WHAT GRABBED..AND HELD... LIKE IT WAS 
DARLING? HAPPENED / ALIVE / LIKE IT WANTED ME To SPILL 
THE ACID! WHERE 

DID YoU GET, 

IT, NAGANA 7 ri'6 JUST 


OY, 
MASTER! 


YOU'RE JUST UPSET!) ¥-YOU'RE RIGHT, ARE YOU ASLEEP? Y NO, L'M NOT 
COME TO BED ! DEAR! DOLLS i) ISN'T THAT A SLEEPING ! YES, 
NAGANA CAN ARE JUST DOLLS’ STRANGE MOON? IT IS STRANGELY 
CLEAN UP THE THEY CAN'T LOOK_HOW RED COLORED! 
MESS FOR YOL! MOVE... AND 


YET. 


HA. 
GRASPING 
DOLLS! 
HANGING 
ON LIKE 
L/VING 
THINGS { 


WE'VE GoT THE 
FIRE UNDER 
CONTROL! I 
WONDER HOW 

IT GOT STARTED! 


8-BUT_WHAT IS THE NAGANA! WHERE'S NAGANA? DO YOU SUPPOSE 
DOLL DOING OUT I'VE GOT A FEW QUESTIONS IT WAS SHE 
ERE 7 L PUT IT IN_4 TOASK HER is WHO SET 
THE LIBRARY SHE'S GONE’ THE FIRE? 
HER BED HASN'T , 
BEEN SLEPT IN! 


GIVE ME 
MY DOLLY, 


No! NOS IT'IS A THING OF STOP /T/ WHAT KIND THIS HOUSE Has ) I THINK TUL 
EVIL’ I'M GOING To OF NONSENSE ARE HAD Too MUCH <( SIT HERE AND 
DESTROY IT! /T MADE YOU SAYING? GIVE / EXCITEMENT FOR THINK FOR 
ME SPILL THE ATID! THAT TOY BACK - ONE NIGHT! LET'S A WHILE / 

IT TRIED TO BURN TO BETTY! > ALL GET To BED, 

THE HOUSE! a 


WHA--TH-THE CHIEF OF 
THE DEVIL WORSHIPPERS / 
SOMETHING WHAT ARE YOU DOING / 
WAS WRONG IN HERE 7? 
THAT HOUSE 
EVER SINCE As 
EEL ase SPs 
DOLL HA . ; 
COME WITH | STARING 
NAGANA! ‘ 
SOMEHOW, ROBERT 
KNEW HIS 
TROUBLES ALL 
STEMMED 
FROM THE 
ACCURSED 
DOLL! 


YOU WHO HAVE ESCA 
THE WRATH OF OUR 


GOD AGAIN! SEIZ 
THEM! 


NO! NO...OH! THANK 
I MUST HAVE DOZED 


OFF IN THE... BETSY? 


WHERE |S BETSY? 


DEVIL- 
& 


MYRNA! BETSY 7 ISN'T SHE'S NOTIN THE HOUSE! 
HEAVEN I WAS DREAMING!) WHERE'S SHE IN BED?Z WHERE CAN SHE BE? 


sae THE BABY? 


SETSY! BETSY, 
PARLING 


= 
THERE'S BETSY / AND 
THAT CURSED FIEND 
IN THE FORM OF 
A DOLL’ 


OF A DOLL! THEY'RE HEADED r ¥ BETSY’ 


FOR GOLA SIVA! 


WE SHALL BE THROWN W SPARE MY WIFE AND 


Cera. THE DOLL IS KING’ Iss NO! NO! KILL ME BUT 
INTO GOLA SIVA CHILDS NOS NOS 
aq vetcane/ q 


BETSY! LISTEN No, DADDY! My 

TO DADDY! COME DOLLY WANTS. T ! 

HERE TO DADDy, ME TO JUMP eA MS Seu Y 
DARLING! LET ME Goy 


" AiR gE SEES Bale THE 2° NTO, DME 
IERY VOL LLEO GOLA SIVA, THI 
NOTHING ON EARTH TOY BECAME ALIVE...A SQUIRMING, FOUL 
NOW IS GOING TO ho 4 MOUTHEO CREATURE OF SATAN 


STOP ME FROM 
OESTROYING SOU! 


a 
/ GOOD LORD! Qud ALL THAT KEPT ROBERT AND HIS 
IT CHANGED WIFE FROM GOING COMPLETELY MAD 
INTO WAGANAS WAS THE REALIZATION THAT THE 
DOLL OF DEATH WAS DESTROYED 
AND THEIR LIVES WERE SAFE! 


@I have known’ Harvey Denver 
since we were both four years old, 
We went together to kindergarten, 
and thereafter to the same small- 
village school. We shared the same 
friends, the same enemies and a 
dislike for the same teacher. We 
enjoyed the same games and hobbies, 
almost as two brothers. To his 
memory, I will now write the real 
facts, as much as I know them or 
want to know them, about that 
summer day, many years back now, 
when I ran screaming from the 
graveyard where Harvey was buried 

Maybe you'll think them part of a 
boy's nightmare, something which 
doesn't or can't happen in this nice, 
safe littke world of ours, where there 
is na place for the unknown, the 
impossible. I know otherwise, and 1 
don't care if you believe me or not. 
There is no proof, not any more, The 
only proof is in my brain, where it has 
been haunting me ever since, always 


returning in nightmares, in a fear for 
dark places. But maybe this is the 
way to whip it all out of my mind, 
where every detail is engraved, our 
walks together, the ruins .. .and the 
whispering . . . 

Tt started the summer when we 
both became nine years, We were 
born the same year, Harvey in April 
and T in June, which made him the 
natural leader for our two-man 
expeditions, the more as he was 
bigger and stronger than myself. 
After schooltime, we enjoyed taking 
long walks to go and play in the 
forest, which was about a kilometer 
from our village. The wood was 
nothing exceptional, a bunch of trees 
and bushes, thrown together by 
playful nature, but to us it was 
paradise. Usually, we didn't go deep 
into the wood; we had felt once (on 
our behinds) the troubles which arose 
when we had stayed out too late. 
Also, the forest became soon much 
thicker and darker, and we. still 
feared to get lost someday. 

We didn't believe any longer in 
witches and gnomes, but we still 
feared the dark, even if we would 
never eonfess it. Still, on a free af- 
ternoon, with time to spare, we 
penetrated much deeper than usual. 
It was then that we found the house, 


or what was still left of it. That wasn't 
much—just the entrance to a cellar, a 
mass of stones and part of one 
crumbling — side-wall, miraculously 
still standing, like a sentinel. It must 
have been a very small house, mostly 
built of timber, that later on had been 
used for other purposes. Only the 
cellar seemed to be intact. Curious, 
we went and looked into the black 
hole, waiting each for the other to go 
in first, It would have to be Harvey, 
of course, But he didn’t seem very 
anxious to enter. He descended two 
steps, bent and looked once again. 

“Can't see a thing,” he whispered. 

“OF course not, how could you?” I 
answered, whispering too. 

“There isn't a single window, 
anywhere. Must be as dark as hell, 
down there.” 

T don't know why we whispered. 
Maybe it was the loneliness of the 
ruins of the house, the dampness 
which welled up out of the dark cave 
in gulps of foul air. I shivered, 
althouth if wasn't cold at all, but 
somehow the warmth couldn't quite 
reach me. 

“Could there be anyone there?” 
Harvey asked. His voice, soft as he 
spoke, Seemed to bounce back 
against the spiderwebbed cellar walls 
and return to us in a_ hollow 
whispering, like some lost voice, 
drifting off on far-away winds. 

“Are you crazy?” I hushed him. 
Who could live in a -hole like this? 
There's nothing there. Come on, let's 
go and play somewhere else,” 

Our voices answered out of the 
dark entrance. The lonely, crumbling 
wall, bitten through by time, the 
damp steps, leading down into the 
abyss of shadows, almost seemed to 
radiate a feeling of . . . there’s no 
right word for it. Something old, 
unholy, something  evil—evil 
especially to us, intruders in its 
domain. 

“Come on, Harvey,” I whispered. 
“T don't like this at all. Let's get out of 
here.” 


He didn’t hear me. His head bent, 
he was listening very sharply, Sud- 
denly he looked up at me. “Did you 
hear that?” he asked. 

“T didn't hear anythin; I an- 
swered. I triedto laugh. but it sounded 
so strange and out of place, that I 
stopped immediately. The only thing 
I heard, was the echo of, my own 
voice. 

“I thought . . . I thought I heard a 
respiration,” he whispered. 

My ears had received no sound, 
and I didn’t like it at all. Whatever 
could breathe in a dark cave like 
this? But then, it couldn't, he must 
have heard wrong. There was nothing 
down there. There couldn't be. 

I took Harvey's arm. “Come on, 
let's get away.” 

“No, wait.” He shook himself free 
and listened intently, holding his 
breath, spying the darkness with his 
ears, almost eager to capture a sound 

“Itsounds .. . like a dog panting . 

“A dog?” I said. “Why should a dog 
be down there? Could be anything, 
even a wild animal.” 

“Maybe he fell,” Harvey said. 
“Maybe he slipped on the stairs and 
broke a leg. Maybe his owner got 
tired of him and just chained him in 
there to let him die of starvation. 
Some people would just do a thing 
like that.” 

He had stopped whispering. “You 
wouldn't let a dog die down there, all 
alone in the darkness, hurt and 
wanting company, would you?” 

I didn’t answer. 


“Listen,” he said, “it's almost like 
moaning. Now I'm. sure, there's 
something down there, something 


alive and hurt. I’m going to see what 
it is.” 

Suddenly, I was deadly afraid to be 
left alone. I grasped Harvey. “No, 
please, don’t go down. It is bad, I feel 
it.” 

_ “Now don’t ‘start acting like a 
sie,” he snapped. “The poor 
thing's probably just hungry. You 
stay here if you're scared.” 


Slowly, taking care not to slip on 
the stone steps, covered with lichens 
and dirt, he descended. It smelled 
dusty and damp. Small beasts hurried 
away over the steps. Of course, I 
couldn't stay behind now, which 
would have proved me.a coward. So I 
followed him, the fear throbbing in 
my throat. 
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Down there, the absolute darkness, 
filled the first seconds with colored 
lights and stripes and circles, dancing 
on my irises. Then, after a while, I 
started to perceive the dark forrhs of 
old furniture, the walls of the cave, 
and .. . something dark, in a corner 
of the cellar, something slowly 
moving. It seemed almost to flow, an 
indefinable black form, lying flat on 
the floor. 

“There is the ‘poor beast,” Harvey 
said. With a courage I would never 
have believed him able of—or maybe 
it now seems recklessness—he 
stretched his hand to touch it. 

And then . . . the thing whispered. 
Not a moan or a groan, not a 
recognizable sound, but a_ thick, 
slithery whisper, which seemed to go 
on and on between the slippery walls. 
the whisper of something old and 
feeble, something slimy and swollen, 
which seemed dead and yet alive, as 
if it had just awakened from a long 
sleep. Something petrified and 
timeless, suddenly coming to itself. 

1 turned and ran, my only thoughts 
for free air and light. I slipped on the 
stairs and hurt my knee, but then I 
was out of the darkness and away 
from the horrible whispering. 

Outside I got my breath and 
courage back, but not enough of the 
last to go back inside. I cursed my 
cowardice, but I didn’t return. I just 
sat down and waited, then got up 
and started to walk around the ruins. 
Twice I called, but got no response of 
any kind. Not a sound came from the 
cellar. Harvey was alone down there, 
with the whispering thing. I waited. 
There was nothing else to do. Then, 
after a quarter of an hour, Harvey 
came out of the infernal darkness. He 
was pale, and so I knew that he, too, 
had been scared, even if he was 
laughing now. 

“Coward,” he teased, “whatever 
did you run away from? There's 
nothing horrible down there, just a 
poor sick old dog, feeling lonesome.” 

I didn't say anything. I knew 
Harvey had lied to me, Whatever had 
whispered down there in the slimy 
blackness, hadn't been a dog or any 
other animal I knew. 

We went home and got our second 
spanking for coming late for supper. 
The next days and weeks, I saw less 
and less of Harvey; he almost seemed 
to evade me. Whenever he spoke to 
me, he was short and unfriendly, not 
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at all his usual self. Sometimes, on 
free days, I saw him leave the village, 
as soon as he could get away, to go to 
the cellar in the forest. Twice I ac- 
companied him, but I didn’t follow 
him down into the darkness, although 
he asked me to. He told me the dog 
was better now, and wanted to_play 
with me also. It was a very old and 
friendly dog, Harvey said, he was so 
long and thin. Harvey nicknamed 
him “Stake” for that. Sometimes he 
told Harvey stories, and that’s how I 
cornered Harvey. 

Outside a circus, I had never heard 
a dog speak, and everyone knew in a 
circus it was just a trick, So Harvey 
had to admit, it wasn’t a dog that 
whispered to him. Stake was a man, 
he said at-ast, a friend. He was old, 
very old. More than two hundred 
years, he had told Harvey, and he had 
come a long way. He had been very 
sick, and he had been so long in the 
dark, that the sun hurt his eyes, He 
never Came out, not even at night. So 
if | wanted to meet Stake, I should go 
to him. 

One day, I almost did. I followed 
Harvey down the slithery stone steps 
like carvings, leading downward into 
a hungry stomach of waiting 
shadows, My back felt hot and cold 
at the same time, and I was deadly 
afraid. Nevertheless, I followed. 
Then I was down, and groping my 
way, trying to see a thing. Then it 


whispered. A soft, throaty whisper, 
slithery and unspeakable evil. “Don,” 
it whispered my name, in almost 
unrecognizable words, almost as if it 
spoke with a tongue, not meant to 
utter human words. 

Icried out, I couldn't hold it back. 
1 panicked, stumbling out of the 
nauseating cave ina mad flight, and 
then I ran, away from the forest and 
the cave with its hellish horror. I 
never went near it again. 

Harvey stopped playing with me 
altogether from that day on. In fact, 
he evaded all the other boys and girls 
of the village, too, and always went 
out to play alone. Once I overheard a 
conveersation between our parents, 
and I heard them say that Harvey was 
always outside much too late. They 
said’ one night he even leaped 
through the window, thinking them 
asleep, and went out to the forest. 
Then they started suspecting things 


about Harvey and girls, which I didn't 
understand completely, but his father 
finished the argument, saying that 
Harvey was still much too young for 
that. It was just the boy's wild nature, 
he thought. 

But after a while, people began to 
notice how pale and sick he looked. I 
had seen it already for a long time, 
and IT knew it to be the influence of 
the thick, stale air in the cellar, and 
the fact the he was always down there 
in the dark and never played any 
more in the sunlight. But I didn't tell 
on him, and maybe that's my big 
guilt. 

Then he fell sick. The doctor said 
che had never seen a boy of his age 
looking so pale. His whole face was 
thin, almost fallen-in flesh around his 
skullbones. You could see his cheek- 
bones sticking out. He had lost much 
weight too. The doctor couldn't 
exactly say, what was the matter with 
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him, and that was strange too. 
Harvey had never been sick before, 
except the usual children's diseases, 
The doctor ordered much fresh air, 
wholesome food and some vitamin- 
pills, and if that didn't help his 
parents should go and see a specialist 
in the city. And Harvey had always 
been so strong and healthy looking! 

The second week of his sickness, 
I'll never forget. I was the next time, I 
came unwillingly in contact with 
Harvey's “friend” Stake. 

It was a cloudy, moonless night. 
The weather was fine, warm and 
windless, but not too hot. I had left 
the window of my room open. I 
wasn't asleep yet, which was luck for 
me. Otherwise I'd never have heard 
it, before it was too late. 

Tt came from the woods, towards 
the village. Maybe it was bored. 
Maybe it wanted some company, or 
just wanted to find Harvey. Those 
were my thoughts then; now I know 
the much more important reason it 
had to come out of its cellar. 

Theard the slow, dragging steps on 
the path, and then the crunching of 
the gravel. Don't ask me how; I just 
knew, with an unsettling clearness, 
what it was that walked stealthily 
towards our house through the 
protecting darkness outside, hidden 
even from the moonlight. In one 
movement, I was out of bed and 
pulling the window shut. The very 


next second, something whispered 
very softly outside, There was a 
rubbing sound against the window, as 
if some soft body pressed against the 
cold wall, trying to get in, always 
whispering. There was nothing to be 
seen in the darkness outside. 

Then the moon came through the 
clouds for a few fleeting moments, an 
eye of ice looking downwards that 
gave me the first glimpse ever of the 
unknown, which is always at our side. 
Because the whispering went on, 
something clawed against the glass, 
making sharp lines in it as for some 
eternal seeming seconds moonlight 
flooded the scene outside, and there 
was nothing there. 

Real fear runs through your veins 
like ice; it crawls upwards under your 
skin to your neck. It feels like sud- 
denly standing on the brink of an 
abominable deep pit with crawling 
emptiness. Something was there and 
yet wasn't. I don’t know how I 
managed to move, but somehow I 
shrank backwards, never leaving the 
window out of my eyes. I couldn't 
breathe; unseen claws seemed to 
grope in my stomach and lungs. I'll 
never know which reflex or instinct 
made me reach for the chair. I was 
very young then, and I had never had 
any experience with the unseen. I 
had reached a breaking point in those 
seconds. I cried out and threw the 
chair towards the thing beyond the 
window. The glass splintered, as I ran 
to the door. It wasn't necessary; it 
moved outside, very quick, away 
from the house. 

I got a spanking for having broken 
the window, and then they had to call 
the doctor to give me a sedative. 
Nobody paid attention to the glass 
splinters, which all lay inside the 
room. I had seen how the glass 
cracked and broke, just before the 
chair reached it! 

Then Harvey died. 

Very suddenly, in the midst of 
night. The doctor said his heart 
unexpectedly gave up, for no special 
reason at all. He had grown very 
weak, and thin, almost just skin over 
his bones. He simply passed away, 
from this world into another. I hope 
it was into a better one. 

Two days later, he was buried, 
Everyone I knew from the neigh- 
borhood was there, serious-looking 
people everywhere, There was a lot 
of crying going on. I don’t know if I 
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cried, When you're nine years old, 
there's no real understanding of the 
“death,” I only felt Harvey was far, 
far away from me now, and he would 
never come back. Yes, maybe I did 
cry. 

The next day, a free afternoon, I 
went alone to the churchyard to look 
at Harvey's tombstone and all the 
pretty flowers on it. Then I heard it 
again. Now it wasn't sneaking, 
covered by the dark of night and a 
moonless sky. It came as an angry 
thunderstorm, angry, mad, towards 
Harvey's grave. I jumped away, ran a 
few steps and let myself roll behind a 
large tombstone, where I stayed 
hidden, shivering with uncontrollable 
fear, while the: raving error came 
nearer and nearer, until it was so 
close I could hear it, the loathsome, 
angry whispering. 

Much, much later, I came home, to 
break down in my mother's arms, 
raving and crying, trying to escape 
from every shadow in the room. They 
didn’t believe anything I said, until 
my father, to calm me, went to the 
graveyard and saw what somebody or 
something had done to the fresh 
grave and the stone, to the dug-up, 
broken coffin and to what was now 
still left of Harvey's little body. I was 
delirious for two days, before I could 
speak coherently of the cellar in the 
wood, and Harvey's friend who lived 
in there. They didn't believe it at first, 
but they went nevertheless, to find 
out what was true of my story. They 
went with many, armed with shovels, 
Pick-axes, guns and electric lamps. 
They came back, late in the night, 
looking very tired and somehow 
scared. None of them said anything. 
The next day, my father told me I 
must have dreamed everything. They 
had only found a dead dog in the 
cave. 

Only now, many years later, my 
father too has passed away, and 
before me I have his diary on that 
day. In his fine and yet strong 
handwriting, at last 1 know what they 
really found down there. 
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“ipa 
It was something which could "te 


have been human once, but I can't 
be sure. Neither can any one of us. 
It was a skeleton, smaller than a 
normal man, and crouching, as if it 
wasn't meant to walk upright. But 
on those yellow bones, new flesh, 
new muscles and fresh, soft skin 
were growing. Weak ones, 
nevertheless, the muscles and 
flesh of a young boy. They could 
hardly keep the heavy thing 
moving. It tried to strike us, and it 
whispered to us, as Don had told 
us, When Franz and then Wilfried 
hit it with their shovels, it 
whimpered, We crushed it with 
our spades, split the bones of the 
unspeakable thing, and all the 
time it kept on whispering to us 
and trying to fight us. 

It couldn't get past us out of the 
cellar, and we kept it in the white 
burning circles of our torches. 
God forgive me, if it was 
something which had the right to 
live, but I don't think it had. The 
life which moved it was stolen, as 
was the flesh which grew on it. A 
foul stench of decay came in gulps 
out of it, when we broke the bones 
and split the soft skin. There was 
blood too, thick and spreading a 
stench of something very old and 
very dead. Harold cut off an arm 
with a blow of his shovel, and the 


arm and the hand kept on moving, 
crawling over the floor. Then 
Franz heard something outside. 
He and Peter went to look, and 
they swear there was nothing to be 
seen, yet suddenly trees were 
pushed aside and something 
struck them away from the en- 
trance with a formiable strength. 

We all heard something come 
down the stairs, and at that exact 
moment I split the skull of the 
moaning horror with my pick-axe. 
There was a loud shriek, suddenly 
cut off and then was nothing 
beside us in the cellar, The 
whispering hed stopped, and the 
loathsome parts of flesh, bones 
and muscles lay silent. 

T can't think of that moments. 
without shuddering. What could 
the thing have done to us, if by 
pure luck, I hadn't hit the skull at 


the exact moment before” the 
invisible projection (I can't think 
of a better suited word for it) 
reached us? We burned all which 
was on the floor of the cave, and 
then we made the cellar collapse 
over the ashes so that now there is 
nothing there but a heap of 
crumbling stones. 

They never knew what it had been 
exactly. Neither did they try to find 
out too hard. But I can't forget what 
is burned in my memory by such a 
petrifying fear as I had never known 
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and hope will never know again. It is 
that day, when I lay alone behind the 
shadow of a tomb, shivering madly in 
the full sunlight, while something 
unseen crushed Harvey's tombstone 
and broke open his grave, always 
whispering, whispering . . e 


A sister 
FIGURE STALKING 
THE EERIE NIGHT... 
A TERRIFIED 
SCREAM TEARS 
FROM A HUMAN 
THROAT AS 
GLEAMING 
FANGS BITE 
INTO SOFT 
WHITE FLESH. 
i ANDO THEN... 
SILENCE... 
GRAVEYARD 
SILENCE! 
THERE IS ONLY 
THE MOURNFUL 
WIN CRYING 
OVER THE 
BLOODLESS: 
BODY LYING 
/N GHOSTLY 
SHADOWS 
WHICH HIDES 
THE 
CHILLING... 


WAS STILL, AS ST/.L. AND WITHERED AND L/FE- 


f UT WHEN POLICE ANI? CORONER ARRIVED... ALL 


LESS BODY SO _VANTONLY ATTACKED. 


HE'S DEAD ALL Rif HT! 
LOOKS LIKE HE Fi LL 
OVER HIS LANTE! N, 
CUT HIMSELF AR 2 
BLED TO DEATH. 


WY aut wHAT ABouT 


J THESE THINGS THAT 
LOOK LIKE TEETH- 
MARKS, Doc ? SEEMS 


p TO ME TI READ.. 
Ml 


DON'T! TL 
NEVER REVEAL 
YOUR SECRET! 


: { OWWH! 


YEAH, I KNOW, “DRACULA! 
I SUPPOSE YOU'RE GOING TO 
TELL ME MY BUSINESS AND 
THAT A CREATURE OF 

\ DARKNESS DID THIS. 

\ THERE IS NO SUCH 


ONLY 
TROUBLE WAS 
THAT DETECTIVE 
ROONEY DIDN'T 


(AY, A 


SINIS 
FIGURE STANDS 
LISTENING.- 


46, NEXT DAY, DR. JIM DREXEL, THE 
UNG SCIENTIST READ THE NEWS- 
PAPER HEADLINES... 


WHY,.. THIS 1S TERRIBLE! 
THE OLD GRAVE-KEEPER 


JIM, GET YOUR 
THAT PAPER! 


Ey 
MEET 
MISS KATHY CORBIN 


FOOL OF A DOCTOR... 
So HE DOESN'T 
BELIEVE. 


ES Tome? Y YES, My DEAR! 
L HAVE A PET 
THEORY THAT 
AFTER A CERTAIN 

AGE, ONE SHOULD 

PREPARE FOR 


SUCCESSOR IN 
OR, DREXEL, WHY 
SHOULD I NOT 
DEVOTE MYSELF 
TO PREPARING 
FOR THE 
HEREAFTER 7 


OH! GLAD TO MEET YOU, KATHY! 

I'M. READING ABOUT THIS 

ACCIDENT LAST NIGHT, DocToR! 

IN THE CEMETERY.,.NEAR 
YOUR TOMB! 


OR. MARSAK DION'T 

VAMPIRES DOING IT (AS ROONEY 

SUGGESTED)! TLL. TELL HIM LATER.., 
WHEN THERE'S MORE TIME ! 


—_ -/ DOES DR. MARSAK 
: BELIEVE IN THOSE 
FOOLISH TALES? 


rps 


HEAVENS WOS IN HIS 
YOUTH HE WAS BANISHED 
FROM HIS OWN VILLAGE 
IN EUROPE, BECAUSE 


I DON'T THINK 
I REMEMBER 


is 
OR. MARSAK 
GETS BACK! 


"MARSAK |! JIM TELLS KATHY, "KNEW EVEN THEN 

THAT SCIENCE WOULD NOT ADMIT THE EXISTENCE 

OF GHOULS OF DEATH. BUT TO THE VLLAGERS 
THEY WERE REAL...” 


I FEEL FOR THE SAFETY 

OF KLAUS, THE PEDOLER! 

HE SHOULD HAVE BEEN _ 
HERE By NOW/ y= 


I HOPE HE DOES 
NOT TRAVEL BY 
NIGHT! THE 
VAMPIRES... 


"SEIZING THIS OPPORTUNITY TO SET THE 
VILLAGERS FEARS AT REST, MARSAK 
WENT OUT ALONE To FIND KLAUS! IT WAS 
A DARK, WILD NIGHT!” 
/ | (7 FOOLS! I SHALL SHOW 
f/ THEM! KLAUS MUST COME 
ALONG THIS TRAIL! AH, IS 
S, THAT THE SOUND OF HIS 


/( MULES’ HOOVES I HEAR 
A WZ OVER THIS WILD WIND? 
Y ° a Ee 


44S MARSAK 
| BENT OVER To 
AlO THE 
3 STRICKEN MAN 
| SOMETHING 
| ENVELOPED 


“SUDDENLY, A WILD, BLOOD-CUROLING SCREAM 
RANG OUT IN THE D/STANCE.” 


Kaus! 
WHAT 
HAPPENED 2 eg 


SUCH NONSENSE’ \ HAI LISTEN TO THE YOUNG 
THERE ARE NO SUCH } DOCTOR To-BE MARSAK 
TALK! IF HEIS SO BRAVE, 
LET HIM MEET KLAUS 
ANDO COME HERE 
WITH HIM! 


THINGS! WHY DO 
YOU NOT FIND 
OUT 7 


, 


4, AND EVERYTHING WENT. BLACK! JN 
THE MORNING THE VILLAGERS FOUND 
THEM,,, KLAUS WAS DEAD, STIFF AND 
COLD/ MARSAK WAS BARELY ALIVE!” 


THE VAMPIRE’) NONSENSE! THE 
WE TOLD YOU, /MULE WAS FRIGHT- 
YOU_ YOUNG ENED / HIS HOOF MUST 
HAVE igeisiad 
ME! 


AND WAS OF COURSE! HE 
OR.MARSAK ) SWORE HE'D TRACK 
RIGHT? DOWN THE SUPER: 
STITION! HE 
BECAME AN EXPERT 
ON WITCHCRAFT, BUT 
THE DEATHS CONTINUED 
UNTIL FINALLY DR 
MARSAK WAS 
HOOTED OUT OF 
HIS OWN VILLAGE! 
OH, SORRY, 
DOCTOR! 


THAT'S ALL 
RIGHT, JIM! 
KATHY SHOULD, 
KNOW! 
YOU DON'T 
BELIEVE IN 
VAMPIRES, 
KATHY ? 


BUT YOU COULDN'T CONVINCE 
DETECTIVE ROONEY! THAT 
WAS A FUNNY TOUCH IN 
THE TRAGIC STORY OF THE 
GRAVE-KEEPER'S DEATH! 
ROONEY LIVES AT 
MY BOARDING- HOUSE, 
KATHY? 


DR, MARSAK TAKES KATHY'S 
FINGER BETWEEN HIS LIPS... 


KATHY WAS VERY HAPPY IN 
HER JOB. FROM MARSAK SHE 
LEARNED MANY OF SCIENCE'S 
MYSTERIES, ONE DAY ar. 


DOCTOR... WHAT.. 
WHAT ARE YOU 


OH! THE 
TEST TUBE 
SLIPPED! 
I'VE cur 
MYSELF! 


THAT'S A 
DANGEROUS 
CHEMICAL! 


WELL, I SUPPOSE EACH TO \ 
HIS OWN BELIEF! T'VE 
GOT TO TAKE KATHY TO 
MY LAB NOW, JIM! You 
CAN HAVE HER LATER! 


you pow 
FRIGHTEN 
ME.,, BUT 
THANK 
you! 


L HOPE I DION'T 
FRIGHTEN You, 
CHILD / I HAD TO 
GET THAT BLooD 
OUT! THAT 
CHEMICAL MIGHT 
HAVE KILLED 
you! 


THAT EVENING, DINING AT THE BOARDING - 
HOUSE WHERE THEY BOTH L/VE, KATHY 
TELLS JIM OF HER NEAR TRAGEDY ... 


I/M GLAD DR. MARSAK NOs. I... GUESS 
WAS THERE TO HELP.’ I'M_HAVING A 
FEEL RIGHT ENOUGH LITTLE POSsT- 
FOR A MOVIE TONIGHTZ4 ACCIDENT-SHOCK! 
I'D BETTER GET 
TO BED EARLY 
JIM! MAYBE SOME 
OTHER NIGHT... 


or 


SUOCENLY, THE WINDOW 

OPENS NOISELESSLY 

AND INTO THE ROOM 

COMES A CREATURE 

OF THE PITS! 17 LEAPS, 

CUTTING LATH Y'S SCREAM 
SHO, 


ANe So KATHY WENT TO BED EARLY, 
CONFIDENT THAT IN THE MORNING SHE'D 
FEEL BETTER! ENGROSSED /N HER 
BOOK, SHE DOESN'T SEE THE STRANGE 
FIGURE AT HER WINDOW... 


ODDb THAT I ™ 
SHOULD FEEL 


QUIEK, ROONEY! 
KATHY... KATHY... 


TERRIFIED 
CRY 
FOR 


RTs 
HELP! 


AFTER GIVING KATHY 
A _SEDATIVE, JIM 
DECIDES TO STAY 


BE QUIET! 
BY HER... 


YOU MUST 


DOING, |) MARKS 
ROONEY?) WERE ON 
THAT DEAD 
GRAVE- 
KEEPER! 
BUT I susr 
CHECKED 
OUTSIDE 
AND THERE 
AIN'T A 
FOOTPRINT! 
™ 


COINCIDENCE, \ SAME, I'LL KATHY OPENS HER EYES ANO SEES JIM ..,B8UT SUPDENLY, 
ROONEY BET IT AIN'T FROM A DISTANCE, A SOFT, INSINUATING VOICE CALLS 

GLASS CuTS! / ALL FICTION! 
SAY, DON'T / ‘ 
TELL ME 4 KATHY... KATHY... YOU WILL DOAS IT ® 
You'RE OFF BID YOU... AND THEN COME TO a 
ON THAT. ME, MY LOVE «.. 

VAMPIPE 
ROUTINE 
AGAIN! GO 
ON To BED! 
TLL SIT UP, 
WITH KATHY 


JUSTA JUST THE AS JIM KEEPS HIS VIGIL, HE DOZES... JUST A_CATNAP. 


INA TRANCE-LIKE STATE, KATHY DOES AS 
SHE IS BIDDEN / HER SOFT- WHITE ARMS 
ENFOLD JIM AND THE NEXT INSTANT, 

SHARP WHITE TEETH KNIFE HIS NECK. 


AS HS BODY WEAKENS STRANGELY, JiM 
‘SUMMONS ALL H/S RESERVE STRENGTH! 
HE PUSHES KATHY AWAY... THEN THE ROOM 

REVOLVES D/ZZILY... 


WHATIS GOING 
ON 2 JIM... 
MISS KATHY! 


I HEARD THE COMMOTION! WHAT 
HAPPENED ? HEY, WE'VE GOT TO 
GET THAT GIRL! IT'S SNOWING 
OuT! SHE MUST BE DELIRIOUS! 


OBLIVIOUS OF THE SNOW AND BITING COLD, AS 
THOUGH ATTRACTED BY A MAGNETIC FORCE, 
KATHY GLIDES THROUGH THE NIGHT... 


= . 
PUT THAT GUN AWAY, ROONEY I'M 
AFRAID IT WON'T DO ANY GOOD,., 
AGAINST WHAT WE'RE FIGHTING! 
THANK GOOONESS IT'S ALMOST 
Zz DAWN/ SEE THE SKY'S 
GETTING LIGHTER! 


YES... YES... BUT 
ROONEY... LET'S 
FOLLOW HER/ 


QUICKLY, JIM WRESTS A STAKE FROM A 
NEARBY DRIFT FENCE ANO ORDERS ROONEY 
TO DO THE SAME... AS THE DOOR OPENS, AND 


AS JIM AND DETECTIVE ROONEY ENTER THE 
TOMB, A GHASTLY S/GHT SENOS CHILLS OF 
HORROR UP AND DOWN THEIR SPINES! 


KATHY VAN/SHES 
7 vy / I THINK YOU'RE CRAZY, 
TOO, DOC... SO TILL 
DO.IT! BUT, KATHY... 
LOOK SHE'S GOING 
INSIDE / 


HURRY, HURRY. 
ROONEY! GET 
A STAKE ! 


MIS HEART HEAVY, BUT REALIZING WHAT MUST 
BE DONE, J/M DRIVES THE WOODEN SPIKE 
INTO MARSAR'S HEART! SUDDENLY, A 
CHILLING SCREAM ECHOES AND RE-“ECHOES 


"Doc... THEY'RE 


NO... NOT DEAD YET, 
ROONEY! NOT YET... 
BUT THEY'RE GOING 


DEAD! GLORY 
BE... TaD. 


Bur THE SCREAM WHICH STRUCK SUCH 


TERROR INTO ROONEY'S HEART, WAS NOT 
TORN FROM THE DEVIL-POSSESSED DR. 
MARSAR, BUT FROM KATHY'S THROA’ 


THROUGH THE TOMB... 
Pec... Doc! 
GOOD-BYE, MARSAK, MY FRIEND! THAT'S. 
NOW MAY YOUR TORMENTED SOUL) MURDER! 
REST IN PEACE FOREVER! WHAT ARE 
YOU DOING? 


IT WAS WHILE I WAS DOZING INKATHY'S 
ROOM THAT I THOUGHT OF MARSAR'S 
EXPERIENCE IN THE VILLAGE OF HIS: 
YOUTH... I WAS THINKING OF WHAT 
MIGHT HAVE HAPPENED IF A VAMPIRE 
AND NOT A MULE HAD ATTACKED 

HIM! AND THEN SUDDENLY 1T WAS 
CLEAR... HIS FIRST AID TO 

KATHY'S FINGER! HE COULON'T 
HELP HIMSELF TONIGHT HE 
ATTACKEO KATHY AGAIN! 


ie 
FORTUNATELY, 
WE STOPPED 
HIM IN TIME! 


WHY 2 WHYZ, 


DON'T YOU SEE, ROONEY? 
THE GRAVEYARD KEEPER 
MUST HAVE DISCOVERED 
HIS SECRET! MARSAK 
SLEPT HERE AFTER EACH 
ATTACK! THEN HE WOULD 
COME TO THE LABORATORY! 


A REAL GENUINE, y 
VAMPIRE! IT GIVES ) ME... 
ME THE CREEPS! 


KATHY... KATHY, DARLING! Y WILL 
(7/6 A MIRACLE YOU'RE _/SOME- 
FLESH AND BLOOD 

TILL. AY DARLING! 


BUT DO YOU THINK THEY'D 
BELIEVE ME AT HEAD- 
QUARTERS ? THE CHIEF 
SAID MARSAR JUST 
WENT NUTS... AND WHO. 
WAS I TRYING TO KID? 
BUT YOU BELIEVE ME. 
DON'T YOU # 


IF You HAVE A DELICATE STOMACH, YOU'O BETTER SKIP THIS LITTLE BLOOD- 
CUROLING CULINARY CATASTROPHE THAT'S JUST... 


| | fi | 


i 

IT'S HARD To FIGURE OUT JUST WHY BREWSTER] PERHAPS HE GOT MARRIED BECAUSE CECILY 
AKINS GOT MARRIED. HE HAD EVERYTHING HE WORKED IN HIS FAVORITE RESTAURANT, AND 
WANTED AT HOME WITH HIS MOTHER... WHENEVER Sor THOUGHT OF HER SHE REMINDED 


HIM OF FO: 
CERTAINLY, BREWSTER... 
ONLY DON'T EAT 50 FAST, 
REMEMBER--YOU HAVE A 
OELICATE CONSTITUTION | 


HEY,MOM ! THIS. 
ROAST LAMB'S 
GOOO! LEMME 
HAVE ANOTHER 
PORTION ! 


Burt \T WAS EASY TO SEE CECILY'S POINT OF 
VIEW! EVEN IF YOU LIKED HER TYPE, YOU'D 

NEED PRETTY BAD VISION TO CALL HER PRETTY. 
BREWSTER WAS JUST ABOUT THE LAST STRAW 
IN THE SEA OF MATRIMONY,.AND SHE 
GRABBED HiM! 


pF 


SURE THING, 
BREWSTER. 


eAND EVEN THOUGH HE DOESN'T LOOK IT, 
HE'S VERY DELICATE AND EVERYTHING 
MUST BE PREPARED JUST RIGHT FOR 
HIM! I HAVE ALL HIS RECIPES HERE / 
YOU CAN COPY THEM NOW! 


EveryTHING WAS FINE UNTIL BREWSTER 
RETURNED FROM WORK, DROOLING FOR 
HIS WIFE'S FIRST HOMECOOKED MEAL ... 
IM_SORRY, BREWSTER. 
w I'LL USE LESS 
NEXT TIME. 


“THE HAPPY COUPLE RECEIVED MA'S BLESSING / 
MRS.AKINS TOOK HER PROSPECTIVE DAUGHTER-IN- 


LAW AsiOl 


THE WAY TO A MAN'S 
HEART !S THROUGH HIS 
STOMACH, CECILY... AND 
THAT'S ESPECIALLY TRUE 

ABOUT BREWSTER / 
NOT THAT THE 
DEAR_BOY'SA 

GLUT TON... 


THE WEDDING WAS SIMPLE, THE BRIDE AND 
GROOM EMBARKED ON THEIR HONEYMOON, 
BLISSFULLY DREAMING OF THEIR FUTURE... 


I'LL HAVE CHINTZ SHE CAN MAKE STUFFED 

CURTAINS IN THE ) PEPPERS ON MONDAY ANDO 

LIVING ROOM, CHICKEN PAPRIKASH ON 

AND COLONIAL ‘) TUESDAY AND ON WEONS- 
FURNITURE 


SORRY ? WHAT GOOD DOES 
THAT DO? GIMME THAT TEN 4 / 
DOLLARS I GAVE You! you 
DON'T DESERVE ANEW DRESS 
IF YOU CAN'T PREPARE A 
DECENT MEAL FOR YOUR 
HUSBAND / I'LL SPEND IT.’ 
ULL SPEND IT 

ON A GooD 

DINNER ! 


THAT WAS BREWSTER IN ONE OF HIS MILDER 
MOODS...BUT AS TIME WORE ON AND CECILY'S 
COOKING FAILED TO IMPROVE,HE STOPPED 


BEING SO PATIENT... 


CECILY TRIED HARD, BUT EVEN WHEN MA 
WAS BROUGHT IN TO HELP WITH SOUND, 
MOTHERLY ADVISE, !|T DIDN'T DO MUCH 


HOW MANY TIMES HAVE I 
TOLD YOU STEAK HAS TO 
BE COOKED FIVE MINUTES 
ON EACH SIDE / NO 
MORE... NO LESS! 


Poor CECILY... SHE JUST COULON'T MAKE 
THE GRADE. HOW COULD YOU BLAME 
BREWSTER FOR BEING A LITTLE ANNOYED ? 


Y-YES. 
BREWSTER! 


IT'S WILE! I WOULDN'T 
THROW SUCH SLOP_IN 

A.PIGPEN! GO AHEAD., 
TASTE (T YOURSELF! 


AFTER A YEAR, POOR BREWSTER WAS SO 
UNDERFED HE ONLY GAINED EIGHT POUNDS...AND 
CECILY WAS REALLY FEO UP/ ONE DAY SHE 

PACKED HER THINGS AND STARTED TO Go. 
BUT SHE LOOKED AT BREWSTER'S PICTURE.. 


Good ! 5 

I CON'T 
UNDERSTAND IT! EVEN AN 
/‘MBECILE COULD FoLLOw, 
CAN'T YOU? DON'T YOU 
LOVE BREWSTER ? DON'T 
YOU WANT TO MAKE 4 
HIM HAPPY ? 


W-WAIT. MOTHER ANDO IT WILL GO To VW 
FOR ME, THE MOVIES WITHOUT You! [i 
BREWSTER! } YOU STAY HOME AND READ 


UP ON THOSE RECIPES / 


YOu'RE RIGHT! IT WASN'T LOVE THAT KEPT 
CECILY AT BREWSTER’S SIDE / SHE JUST 
COULDN'T LEAVE WITHOUT REVENGE ! FOR 
A WHILE SHE THOUGHT OF VARIOUS 
PLEASANT WAYS OF KILLING HIM, BUT... 


I-I CAN'T Go ! i 
I-- I HAVE TO 
STAY ON! 


IT'S NO GOOD KILLING 


THAT EVENING WHEN BREWSTER RETURNED, 
CECILY HAD EVERYTHING PREPARED... 


MOsT GOOD IDEAS AREN'T PLANNED... THEY COME! 
OUT OF THE BLUE AS SHEER, SUDDEN INSPIRATION-- 
AND THAT'S THE WAY IT WAS WITH CECILY / 


YES, BREWSTER. I--I 
HAVE SOMETHING 
SPECIAL , . 
IN MIND 


MOM'S COMING TODAY 
EITHER ON THE AF TER- 
NOON OR EVENING 
TRAIN! FOR ONCE TRY 
TO MAKE SOMETHING -=* 
A DOG WOULDN'T 
SPIT ON! 


AY 


TU on ee 


GUESS SHE COULON'T MAKE THE AFTERNOON But BREWSTER WAS IN FOR A SURPRISE! HE 
TRAIN! ALL RIGHT,,,WHAT ARE YOU WAITING POSITIVELY DRIBBLED WITH DELIGHT AS HE 
FOR 7? BRING IN THE MESS OF GARBAGE DAINTILY SHOVELED IN THE FIRST MOUTHFUL / 


YOU COOKED TONIGHT! 


SOMETHING SPECIAL . 
YOU'LL FIND OUT! 


GOOD HEAVENS ! I DIDN'T NOTICE! 
THERE'S MOM'S VALISE / SHE ..SHE 
IS HERE! You.. 
YOU DIDN'T, WY WHAT 00 You 
THINK, YOU 
FAT, GREEDY 
PIG! 


GIMME MORE OF... HEY... 
WHAT'S THIS ? WH-WHY... 
17.40 IT'S MOMS RING J 
HOW DID THAT 
GET HERE? 


YOU'RE FINALLY 
GETTING THERE! 

THIS IS (SLOP, £ 
SLOP) THE 


I'M GLAD 
YOU LIKE IT, 


DON'T YOu 


Ar THAT MOMENT THE BELL RANG, BUT BREWSTER! 
DION'T HEAR IT. HE DION'T EVEN HEAR THE CONVER 
SATION THAT DRIFTED IN WHEN CECILY WENT 


TO THE DOOR ! 


HELLO, CECILY. THANKS 
FOR GETTING ME 
THAT THEATRE 
TICKET. IT WAS 
WORTH MISSING 
DINNER FOR 

THE SHOW! 


I DON'T KNOW. HE SEEMED 
KIND OF UPSET! MAYBE You 
BETTER TAKE A LOOK AT HIM! 


BY THE WAY,I FOUND 
THE RING YOU... ER... 
LOST! IT,.,ER.. 
ROLLED UNDER 
THE KITCHEN 


Ez 


THANK YOU, CECILY... 

ANO OID BREWSTER 

ENJOY THAT SPECIAL 

RECIPE I PREPARED 
FOR HIM? 


HE WAS ALL RIGHT 
WHEN HE CAME HOME! iT 
MUST HAVE BEEN SOME- 
THING HE ATE! I GUESS 
YOU AIN'T SUCH A 
GOOD COOK AFTER 

ALL, MA! HA-HA-HA! 


@ Ferenc was very tired, and after he 
had been standing at the tram stop 
for ten minutes, he began to grow 
impatient. He had left Juci’s flat at 
eleven, and had walked quickly to 
the comer to be certain of catching 
the last tram at half-past the hour. 
Although delays of fifteen minutes or 
more were not uncommon during the 
working hours of the day, due to the 
heavy demands placed upon the 
city’s. overworked electric power 
plants, the night trams ususally ran 
very close to schedule. That he was 
on time, he knew; so he dismissed 
from his mind the thought that the 
tram might already have passed this 
corner. It must be late, he thought, 
and with the impatience of youth, 
cursed it. 

He looked about him. He was the 

only one on the street, but there was 
nothing unusual about this; in a 
respectable” working-class _neigh- 
borhood such as this, the streets were 
usually empty after dark, peopled 
only by occasional paired police 
officers, strolling with heavy steps 
along the cobbled pavement 


Ferene stood on a concrete island 
in the center of the wide street. Both 
sides of the thoroughfare were lined 
with run-down three and four-story 
buildings which stretched like the 
walls of a canyon in both directions 
to disappear into the darkness. 
There were no lights in any of the 
buildings and the blank windows 
which they presented to the street 


were like sightless eyes. The street's 
sole illumination was provided by the 
pale globes atop the widely-spaced 
lampposts which spread their sickly 
glow in small circles at the feet of the 
iron poles. 

Standing under one of the lights, 
Ferenc looked at his watch. It read a 
quarter to twelve. From far down the 
street came the faint echo of foot- 
steps, their measured sounds drawing 
nearer. At last, after straining his 
eyes to see through the shadows of 
the dark avenue, Ferenc made out 
the figures of two policemen, their 
uniform buttons shining dimly as they 
passed under a streetlight. As they 
neared him, they crossed the street to 
the tram island and approached, one 
walking slightly behind the other. 

When the first policeman was a 
few paces away, Ferenc hailed him 
loudly. “Good evening, officer,” he 
called. “Do you know if the trams are 
running tonight?” 

“Why shouldn't they be running 
answered the officer in an annoyed 
tone. 

“I don't know,” said Ferenc, “but 
the number five tram, which was due 
a quarter of an hour ago, hasn't come 
yet.” 

“The number five, you say?” asked 
the first officer, halting a pace from 
Ferenc. His companion remained a 
few paces in his rear. 

“Yes, of course, the number five,” 
Ferene said. 

“Hmm,” mumbled the policeman. 
Then, “Let me see your papers.” 


“Yes, your papers,” said his 
companion, speaking for the first 
ume, 

“Here they are,” said Ferenc, 


producing his identity cards and 
handing them to the policeman, who 
took an electric torch from his 
pocket to read them 

The officer, who had a_ hairless, 
round fave with deep-set eyes and a 
hard, straight mouth, studied the 
apers for a moment and then 
gestured over his shoulder to his 
companion, The second policeman 
came up, and by the light of the 
torch, examined the papers. His face 
was the same as that of the first 
policeman. 

“Yes,” said the first officer after a 
moment. “Just as I thought. You'd 
better take number eleven tram.” 

Ferene protested. “But number 
eleven doesn't go to my section of the 


city. It goes to Eszterhazy square. 
And besides, it doesn't run on this 
line.” 

“No arguments,” said the second 
policeman, drawing himself up. 
“Number eleven for you.” 

“But... "Ferenc tried to argue. 

The first policeman, who was also 
at attention, cut his protests short. 
“No arguments,” he said. “Just do as 
you're told, Take number eleven 
tram. It will be along soon.” 

The two policemen were alike in 
build and stood the same height. 
They must be twins, thought Ferenc 
drowsily. Or at least brothers. And 
they must be mad, too, he thought, 
for he knew that the number eleven 
tram did not run on this line. 

“Here are your papers,” said one of 
the policemen, Ferenc was now 
uncertain which one it was, the first 
or the second, “And remember,” the 
officer went on, “take tram number 
eleven. Do as you're.told and you'll 
be all right, citizen. Otherwise, 
there'll be trouble for you.” 

Mumbling something about co- 
operating with them, Ferenc watched 
them go. 

A few moments later, he saw the 
single headlight of the tram, probing 
the darkness like a searching eye, and 
heard the rattling and screeching of 
the car as it lurched along the track. 
In another moment, it stopped before 
him and as he was about to step 
aboard he noticed that it bore the 
number eleven lettered in red on a 


white plaque beside the door. 
“Hello.” he called through the 
open door to the tram driver, “do you 
go to Dohanyi Street?” 
“Get on," came the answer, “we're 


late.” 

“But I've never seen a number 
eleven car on this line before,” 
Ferene said. 

“Trouble with you young people is 
that you have no discipline,” said the 
driver petulantly. “Now get on so I 
can finish my trip.” 

“All right,” said Ferenc wearily. He 
climbed up, walked past the tram 
driver, whose face, he noticed, was 
identical with those of the two 
policemen, and sat down heavily on a 
seat in the middle of the car. The 
{ram immediately began careening 
along its track at a dizzying speed, 
and exhausted, Ferenc found he 
could barely keep his eyes open. 

How strange, he thought, looking 
out at the rows of darkened houses 
which flashed past. The rocking, 
swaying motion of the tram made 
him sleepy, and his head nodded 
toward his chest. He had just closed 
his eyes for a moment when he felt a 
hand on his shoulder. Raising his 
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gave only slightly, he saw a brass- 
buttoned chest on which hung the 
ticket machine of the fare collector. 

“To Dohanyi Street,” said Ferenc, 
handing him a coin. 

The fare collector laughed and 
adjusted the levers of his little 
machine. 

“Aren't you the young man who's 
going to the end of the line?” he said. 
“Of course you are.” He dropped 
Ferenc’s coin into the leather pouch 
at his side and cranked the handle of 
the ticket machine. Like a child 
sticking out its tongue, the machine 
spewed out a strip of paper, which 
the fare collector tore off and handed 
to Ferenc. On it was printed the word 
“terminal” and the date. 

“There's a good fellow,” said the 
fare collector, handing the ticket to 
Ferenc and turning to move away. 
40 


“Wait,” said Ferenc, catching him 
by the arm. He looked eagerly at the 
man, “Are you by any chance related 
to the tram driver, or to the 
policemen?” 

“You young people,” said the fare 
collector shaking his head “always 
asking questions. Of course we're 
related.” And before Ferenc could 
question him any further, he moved 
to the front of the tram, and standing 
next to the driver, began talking to 
him. 

I'm tired, Ferenc thought. J must 
have fallen asleep for a moment. Or 
perhaps I'm coming down with a 
fever. He was about to leave his seat 
and ask the two men to tell him 
where the tram was going, but the 
warning of the policemen still echoed 
in his ears, Hadn't they told him he'd 
be all right if he just did as he was 
told? After all, he thought, / told the 
driver and the fare collector where I 
was going. And if they insist on 
taking me to the end of the line then 
it must be a different line which ends 
at Dohanyi Street. Tram schedules 
and routes are always being changed, 
and this may be just a special line for 
night’ service. The neighborhood 


through which the tram was passing. 
he noticed, was different from any he 
knew 

The car, he noticed, was passing 
through sections of the city which he 
had never seen before, and which he 
had not even known existed. Now it 
clattered rows of blank- 
walled buildings, now past a great 
church, whose doors, strangely, were 
open. Then it passed along a tree- 
lined brilliantly lit, its 
sidewalks crowded with people. One 
of the people was Juci, and Ferenc 
leaned out the tram window and 
waving, called to her, but she didn't 
seem to see him, and took no notice 
as the tram went by. He saw others of 
his friends, too, walking briskly past 
the windows of the shops on the 
street. Mingling with the crowd were 
off-duty soldiers, their uniforms 
making them stand out from the 
plainer dress of the others. They all 
had round hairless faces with deepset 
eyes and hard, straight mouths. 

it is all very strange, thought 
Feréne. I am dreaming and the 
strangest thing is that I know I'm 
dreaming. And what an unusual 
dream, No, all dreams are unusual. 
But I hope I can remember it in the 
morning so I can tell Juci about it. 

The tram had left the wide avenue 
and now moved through a factory 
district.. Looking out the window, 
Ferenc, who was its only passenger, 
saw a sign reading “Dohanyi Street.” 
“We must be approaching it from 


between 


avenue, 


another direction,” he said half 
aloud, “for I don't recognize it. He 
reached up and rang the signal bell 
and started to rise from his seat to get 
off the tram. 

At the sound of the bell, the tram 
driver turned and said angrily, “Sit 
down. Your ticket is for the end of 
the line.” 

Stunned, Ferenc sat down. 

The tram left the city and passed 
between some low, sandy hills. 
Ferenc remembered no hills like this 
around the city and found them a 
pleasant change from the scenery to 
which he was accustomed. What a 
remarkable dream, he thought. J am 
dreaming of a countryside which 
doesn't exist anywhere in the entire 
province, From the hills, the tram 
moved on to a forest, dark and 
gloomy, with gnarled, strangely- 
shaped trees. Finally, it came to the 
edge of the desert and started across. 

Ferenc had never seen a desert 
before, and was fascinated by the 
sight. On either side of the red- 
painted tram stretched a drab, flinty 
plain. Low dunes rose on the edges 
and overhead glinted the lights of 
thousands of stars. Far away, dust- 
devils blew and danced across the 
burning soil, while heat waves 
shimmered. 

Suddenly, with a clang of its iron 
bells, the tram halted beside a small 
platform. In the shadows at the rear 
of the platform stood two shadowy 
figures. There was nothing else in 
sight except the mounds of sand. 

“Here's the terminal,” said the 
tram driver. “You get off here.” 

“There's a good fellow,” said the 
fare collector kindly as Ferenc 
stepped down. As soon as he alit, the 
two men reversed the trolley, rang 
the bells and set off again in the 
direction from which they had come. 
They left so quickly that Ferenc had 
no time to call after them. 

As Ferenc watched the tram 
disappear, the two figures from the 
back of the platform drew near. They 
were policemen, and might have 
been the two who had accosted him 
earlier in the night. 

“You're late,” said the first as he 
reached Fere: 

“I'm sorry,” said Ferenc, “but it 
wasn't my fault. You see, the tram 
was behind schedule.” 

“Always blaming someone else,” 
said the second policeman. “You 


young folks never want to take the 
responsibility for anything.” He 
paused and shrugged his shoulders. 
“No matter, though. Come along.” 

Numbly, Ferenc fell into step 
between the pair. They left the 
terminal and walked across the sand 
and past a small hill. On the other 
side was a church, its priest standing 
in the doorway with his hands 
clasped across his stomach, When he 
saw them approach, he ran inside, 
and a moment later, Ferenc heard 
the pealing of bells. Beyond the 
church was a scaffold. From a gibbet, 
@ noose swung in the gentle breeze. 
On the platform stood a tall man in a 
policeman’s uniform with a mask 
covering his face. He came down off 
the scaffold to meet them as they 
neared it, and after exchanging 
greetings with the officers, shook 
hands cordially with Ferenc. 

“So he's the one to be hanged,” he 
said, indicating Ferenc. 

“That's right,” answered the two 
policemen in chorus, “Here are the 
papers,” said one, handing over a 
large envelope. 

The man in the mask took the 
papers and sat down on the steps 
leading up to the scaffold platform to 
read them. When he finished, he took 
a pen out of one of his pockets and 
handed it to Ferenc, “Sign here,” he 
said, pointing, “and here, and here, 
too. 
“Thank you,” he said after Ferenc 
signed. He handed the papers to one 
of the officers, who tore off a piece 
and handed it back to him. 

“Now,” said the hangman, “if you'll 
just step up here.” 

Ferenc was starting to climb the 
scaffold when one of his escorts 
stopped him, “Wait a bit,” he said to 
the hangman, “aren't his hands 
supposed to be tied?” 

“No,” said the other policeman. 

“Why, I think that’s optional,” said 
the hangman. ‘Z 

“Your're wrong,” said the first 
policeman, “it’s the hood that’s 
optional.” They argued back and 
forth, their protestations becoming 
more vehement, until Ferenc thought 
they would come to blows. Finally, 
they greed to settle their argument 
by looking in the book of regulations 
covering hangings. 

While they thumbed through a 
huge, dog-eared volume, Ferenc sat 
on the steps. Even when they hang a 


man, he thought, the officials have to 
argue about how it's to be done. Then 
he wondered if the late supper Juci 
had prepared for him before he left 
her flat was causing him to have this 
singular dream. J must remember to 
tell her about it, he thought. 

The policemen finished arguing 
and slammed their book shut. The 
hangman came down to him with a 
short length of cord in his hands, and 
asking Ferenc to place his arms at his 
sides with his hands behind his back, 
bound him tightly. 

“On your feet, young fellow,” he 
said, helping him to rise. “Now up 
you go. I'll give you a hand. You're 
probably off your balance with your 
hands tied like that.” 

Ferenc thanked him as he was 
helped up the steep stairs, When he 
reached the platform, he turned and 
saw the two policemen Standing at 
the foot of the stairs, looking up at 
him. Their faces were set in hard, 
official expressions, 

“How about a hood?” asked the 
hangman. Ferenc shook his head and 
the officer continued, “That's all 
right. You don't have to use one, 
even though a lot of them do.” 

“He's really a good fellow,” said 
one of the policemen at the foot of 
the scaffold suddenly, his face sof- 
tening. “It’s too bad we've got to hang 
him.” 

“Yes,” agreed his companion. 

“Oh well,” said the hangman, 
patting Ferenc’s shoulder. “Orders 
are orders. We all do what we have 
to. You understand, don't you?” 

Of course,” said Ferenc as the 
noose was slipped over his head and 
tightened around his neck. 

What a silly dream, he thought. 
Here lam telling them to hang me. 1 
wonder if I'll wake up before they 
Spring the trap door. In a dream of 
falling they say you always wake up 
before you hit the ground. Perhaps 
it’s that way with this kind of dream, 
too. I'll never find out unless I go 
through with it. 

“All ready?” asked the hangman, 

“Ready,” said the policemen. 

“Ready,” said Ferenc. 

He was thinking of how amused 
Juci would be by his story when the 
trap door operied and he was waiting 
to wake up when he felt himself 
falling. He was still waiting when the 
knot snapped against the back of his 


head and broke his neck. . 
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AID, "WHERE THERE /S LIFE 
/ OOES THIS MAX/M_HOLDO 
TRUE WHERE eRe "Ss NO LIFE 2 RICHARD BENTON 
WAS DETERMINED TO FIND OUT...FOR RICHARD 

BENTON HAD TO "ESCAPE FROM DEATH 


WAKEN, RICHARD BENTON! OPEN YOUR 
EYES TO THE NEW WORLD WHICH AWAITS 


ARE DEAD! ALONE AND 

ORCES THAT SEEK TO 

E FOR YOUR MORTAL 
INS, YOU HAVE BEEN INTERCEPTED BY THE 

BONY HAND OF DEATH / T 


AND NOW LOOK! LOOK ABOUT YOU! SEE WHERE 
YOUR MORTAL JOURNEY HAS ENOED/ 


YOUR MIND 1S FILLED WITH QUESTIONS, ANO 
A FINGER OF SUSPICION BEGINS TO BORE 
/TS WAY INTO YOUR MIND, BUT LOOK 
THERE / A PINPOINT OF LIGHT! RUN TO 
/T...RUN...FOR THERE LIES YOUR DEST- 


NOS NOS IT 
CAN'T BE / 


I'VE GOT TO 
FIND OUT... 
GOT TO KNOW.. 


YES ! RICHARD 
BENTON! YES! 
YOU ARE IN 
HELL! 


GO WITH THEM, RICHARD! GO... 
FOR THEY WISH YOU TO MEET 
THEIR: MASTER / 


iy, WH...WHERE ARE 
h THEY TAKING ME = 


COME, COME, RICHARD, 
SURELY YOU WOULD NOT. 
DENY THE LITTLE CREATURES 
THEIR PLEASURES. SEE HOW 
JOYFULLY THEY STAB YOU 
WITH THEIR SPEARS ...HOW 
THEY HOWL WITH GLEE AS 
THEIR BLAZING TORCHES 
SINGE YOUR HAIR AND 
SEAR YOUR FLESH... 


WHAT ARE THESE THAT COME 
BEFORE YOU 2 WHAT MONSTERS 
ARE THESE = 


NO... STAY 


Ano NOW, LISTEN CAREFULLY TO YOUR 
MASTER'S VOICE AS HE PRONOUNCES 
YOUR DOOM! 


AND NOW, YOU WHOSE MORTAL S/NS ARE COUNTLESS, 
MEET HIM TO WHOM YOUR LIFE WAS DEDICATED. . 


WELCOME , RICHARD BENTON, 


TO THE REALM OF HADES: RICHARD BENTON, BECAUSE YOU 


HAVE COMMITTED INNUMERABLE 
TRESPASSES WHICH HAVE GROWN 
FROM THE BASER SIN OF INDOLENCE, 
I HEREBY DECREE THAT YOU SHALL 
BE CHAINED TO A STONE NO 
SMALLER THAN YOURSELF 

WHICH YOU SHALL TOW 

THROUGHOUT THIS REALM 
OF HADES FOR ALL 
ETERNITY / 


POOR, POOR RICHARD! 1S THE STONE HEAVY 2 /S THE 
INTENSE HEAT OF HADES SO UNBEARABLE ® DOES THE 
ACR/ID SMELL OF BURNING BRIMSTONE SCORE YOUR 
LUNGS 2 SURELY YOU ARE NOT ALREADY EXHAUSTED 
| WHEN YOU YET WAVE ALL ETERNITY AHEAD OF YOU! 


Le 

| THE DEMONS WON'T LET ME REST! 
CANIT GO ON... CAN'T... THERE 
MUST BE A WAY OUT... THERE 
MUST BE.. 


War's THAT 2...WHAT 1S THAT YOU 
SEE, RICHARD ? A PATCH OF BLUE SKY 
BREAKING THE BLACK, STYGIAN NIGHT... 
THAT RAY OF SUNLIGHT FROM BEHIND 
THOSE FORBIDDING CLIFFS 2 NO, 
RICHARD... DO NOT PLACE YOUR HOPES 
(N SUCH INTANGIBLES / 


THAT MUST BE 

IT... THE WAY OUT.. 
IF I CAN JUST 
REACH THE TOP 
OF THAT MOUNTAIN 


No, NO, RICHARD... WHY WASTE YOUR STRENGTH? 
ALREADY YOUR BODY IS TORN AND BLEEDING /N 
A THOUSAND PLACES / YOUR MUSCLES SCREAM 
/N AGONY AS YOU STRAIN THEM BEYOND ALL THE SKY IS BLUE ABOVE YOU , RICHARD... 
ENOURANCE / STOP, RICHARD... GO BACK! SUNLIGHT GROWS BRIGHTER ! PAY NO ATTENTION 
a8 —— TO IT! IT MEANS NOTHING! THERE 1S NO FREE- 


THE DEMONS E DOM BEYOND THE MOUNTAIN ! GIVE UP THIS 
TRYING TO STOP ME... (INSANE OREAM / 

BUT L'VE GOT TO GET —___— 

TO THE TOP... I'it A ALMOST... THERE... GOT TO... 

BE FREE... sed tA GO...ON.,. FEW MORE 


£00k DOWN THE OTHER SIDE, 
RICHARD! WHAT DO YOU SEE 2 
(S$ THAT YOUR FREEDOM 2 1S 
THAT. WHAT YOU LABORED A 
CENTURY TO ATTAIN? LOOK! 


NO! NO IT CAN'T BE! 
IT CAN'T! IT CAN'T. 


ING_A STONE?...AN IDIOT BEING PLAGUED BY DEMONS ? 
EET HIM, RICHARD 1 EMBRACE HIM ! WEEP WITH HIM. 


15 NO ESCAPE ...7THERE (Ss NO ESCAPE FROM HELL! 


THE END 


ESUT IT 1S, RICHARD! HELL! HELL! AND MORE HELL! ANO WHO (Ss 
THAT # A MAN CL/MBING UP THE S/DE#... ANOTHER FOOL PULL- 


FOR 


HE SHALL SOON KNOW AS YOU ALREADY KNOW ...THAT THERE 


45 


i N ? 4THE NIGHT WIND WHISTLED AROUND 
THE ANCIENT MANSION! INSIDE THERE 
WAS A TENSE STILLNESS AS OR. JONATHAN 
WAKESLY PEERED INTO THE STRANGE 
METAL CONTAINER, HIS TWO ASSISTANTS RHOMA 
m /, ANDREWS AND DAN CARTER, DREW BACK! TH/S 
rc WAS AN EXPERIMENT THEY FEARED, A TRIFILING 
@ \ ¥ WITH THE LAWS OF NATURE THAT CONTROL 
ik LIFE--AND DEATH! DR. WAKESLY WIPED THE 
A SWEAT FROM HIS HANDS, ANO-- 


Hy ff) 


AND Now 
WE_SHALL 
SEE! 


INO. 
SCRAMBLING, A oy 
Asropausetbizases es 


FROM THE eee 


I'VE DONE IT! 
SUCCESS AT LAST! 
THE CREATURE IS 


it's 
INCREIBLE! 
YOU HAVE 
ACTUALLY 
RESTORED 
LIFE TOA 


DEAD 
ANIMAL ! 


IT'S ALL RECORDED HERE, IN 
THIS ANCIENT FORMULA FOR THE 
SECRETS OF LIFE! I'VE REFINED 
(T TO PERFECTION! THINKOF IT! 
WHAT A BOON TO HUMANITY! 


AH, YES, 


BUT RHOMA AND DAN ALSO HADA 
SECRET! AS SOON AS THE DOCTOR 


LEFT... 
THIS IS OUR CHANCE, 
RHOMA! IF WE CAN GET RID OF 
THE DOCTOR WE'LL BE RiCH’ / IWANT TO BE 
THAT FORMULA'S WORTH — (WITH YOU ALL THE 
MILLIONS! YOU SAY YOU Love \ TIME, JUST Like 


DON'T WORRY, HONEY, IT 
WON'T BE TOO LONG! IT CAN'T) 
BE! IT CAN'T STAND MUCH 
MORE OF HIM! HE 


DR.WAKESLY! 

BUT I THINK 

YOU BETTER 
PUT THAT 


ME? NOW PROVE IT / 
HELP ME K/LL 


WE PLANNED/ 


WE HAVE 
TO DO IT RIGHT, 


OR WE'LL LOSE 
. EVERYTHING! 


THE FOLLOWING DAY, RHOMA ACCOMPANIED HER BOSS 
INTO TOWN, A PISTOL CONCEALED IN HER BAG, SHE 
PLANNED 76 USE IT... 
dOW MANY TIMES HAVE I 
TOLD YOU NOT To USE So 
MUCH LIPSTICK / IT LOOKS 
DOWNRIGHT SHAMEFUL ! 


TLL GO MAD IF 
HE DOESN'T SToP! 
THAT'S IT/'LL GET 

ANGRY! ANGRY 
ENOUGH To 
KILLS 


HER MINO SNAPPED FROM THE ANGER THAT 
HAG BEEN BUILDING UP FOR YEARS AND 


SHE 
WHEN THEY STOPPED FOR A LIGHT... 


SHOT HIM, 
OFFICER! 


I'VE HAD ENOUGH! 
STOP THE CAR! TI Won'T, 
STAND FOR ANY 


OO AS T TELL 


GGATER DAN HURRIED To THE 
JAIL TO VISIT RHOMA... 


T WANT THE 
MAXIMUM, 
PUNISHMENT, 
YOULLGET DEATH! THEN. 
YOU WILL 
REVIVE ME! 
EVEN IF THEY 


THE TRIAL... THEN 
THE VERDICT... 


THE EXECUTION WAS CARRIED OUT 
ON SCHEDULE... 


‘HE COULD WAIT NO LONGER! HE MUST 
RESTORE HER TO LIFE ATONCE .HE 


RUSHED INTO THE STREET IN RECKLESS 


I’M GOING TO BRING 
YOU BACK, RHOMA! I 
WILL! I SWEAR IT! 


HE WAS RUSHED To THE HOSPITAL AND REMAINED 
UNCONSCIOUS FOR SEVERAL HOURS, HIS MIND WAS 
TORMENTED WITH VISIONS OF RHOMA'S LOVELY 
FACE, PLEADING FOR HELP... 


HELP ME... 
PLEASE, DAN... 
HELP ME! 


TLL HELP 
YOU ,RHOMA ! 


PLEASE 
GET ME 


‘HASTE TO GET TO THE GRAVEYARD... 


THEN, AS DAN CAME BACK TO CONSCIOSNESS-- 
HIS MEMORY RETURNED WITH A TERRIBLE FEAR! 


COMPOUND FRACTURE: 
AND HAVE To 
STAY HERE AT 
LEAST Five 

WEEKS/ 


THE WEEKS PASSED SLOWLY /OAN WITH SHAKING HANDS HE CHECKED THE AMOMENT LATER A HAND 
FINALLY LEFT THE HOSPITAL... BUT CONNECTIONS ON THE TINY REVIVING RAY EMERGES FROM THE GRAVE! 
WITH A GROWING FEAR... WILL THE \| MACHINE HE HAD MADE, USING THE 

FORMULA STILL WORK 7 DOCTOR'S FORMULA.,.HE S| 


’ ta 


Lie nao 
RESTORED 


BUT HE COULD 
NOT CHANGE 
TH 


Booy BY THE 
FORCES OF 
PECAY..- 


BUT IAM 
RHOMA! OH 
DARLING, WHY 
DID You WAIT 

50 LONG? 


L HOPE IT'S 
NOT Too 
LATE! 


WEEKS.,.BUT 
I'M HERE! 


@ 


RA 
CRO: DAN...WAIT! 
ES PLEAsE...DON'T 


NOS IT CAN'T. 


BE! STAY Away! 
YOU'RE DEAD! 


\ 


I'M SAFE 
AT LAST! 


HE HAD BUT ONE DESIRE, TOGET 
AWAY FROM THE FESTERING 
HORROR HE HAD BROUGHT FORTH 
FROM THE WORLD OF DARKNESS! 


WRAL 


OH, WHAT HAVE 
I DONE? WHY OIDI 


RHONA PUSHED SLOWLY,..THE WINDOW 
BROKE! SHE HURLED HER HORRIBLE, 
DECAYING BODY THROUGH THE FRAME! 


SHE HELO HIM IN |P 1 CAN'T STAND IT 


HER DECAYING 
THE SIGHT OF YOU 


SICKENS ME! 


ae 


_T'LLKILL you! 
No? DESTROY YOU ONCE 
¥ ANO FOR ALL! 


STAW AWAY FROM ME! 


STAY AWAY FROM ME! 
DON'T TOUCH ME! I HATE 
YOU! DO YOLI UNDERSTAND 7, 

HATE YOLIE 


yy 


HE BROKE AWAY FROM 
HER ! HE OID NOT KNOW 


! 


CUT OFF HIS RETREAT.-- 


iY 


BN GA, 
ESTING phd 


col 


WHERE TO RUN.,..SHE HAD 


RAN Dow 
(VN 
SET Away) “MEW... HE, 


HE MOVED AWAY SLOWLY, 
BUT A TABLE STOPPED 
HIM FROM FURTHER 
RETREAT... 


=) DON'T SAY SUCH 
THINGS , DEAR! 
WE'VE MEANT 
SO MUCH TO 
EACH OTHER! 
T STILL 
LOVE You! 


IT WAS You 
WHO BROUGHT ME 
BACK To LIFE...BUT 
IF YOU HAD COME 
SOONER, I WOULD 
Not BE LIKE 
THIS / 


WIS BACK WAS TO THE 

FIREPLACE ! His HAND 
CAME INTO CONTACT 
WITH A FIRE (RON... HE 
GRABBED IT / 


THE STHIRS pe, 


ONY ANEW HE sags NO 


INTINUED ON BACK COVER 


IMPORTED 


LOCK BLADE 
STILETTO 


9” Overall Length 


Fos 
5” When Closed soe 
© Opens instantly srantty ane 
© Sharp and matically to 

Tough Poles 
le Stainless Razor sharp. 

Stee! Blade stett loae for re, 


lable use 


ony ee 
$975 QF ished 208 as 


age and sanding 


ALLEY SPORTS MO Div. 
Dept. 4728187 
95 Wilbur Street, Lynbrook, H. Y. 11563 


“POWER AUTOMATIC” 
Pellet Firing Target Pistol 


and SILENCER 


FREE 50 Reusable 
22 Cal. Pellets only i 


Repid firing 22 cal. fully 9 inches long with the 
took and feel of an “Undercover” automatic, Snap 
the “silencer” on or remove it for fast combat. 
type target practice. FREE 50 reusable 22 cal 
pellets and supply of targets. Money back guaran 
tee if not satisfied. Just send $1,25 plus 35c for 
postage and handling. 
HONOR HOUSE PROD. Di 
Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563, 
Not sold in NYC 


SKIN HEAD WIG 


472PA87 


Most people try to grow hair. This is just the 


opposite. Made of flesh toned latex to fit all 
heads, really changes your appearance. Just 
send $1.00 plus 15¢ for postage and handling. 
HONOR HOUSE DEPT. 472SW87_ AYNBROOK, N.Y.11567 


Bank For ~ 
The Family 


Make saving 
fun with this coin operated 
Jack Pot Bank. It works just like a one armed 
bandit in Las Vegas. Deposit the coin, pull the 
handle, and watch the reels spin like the real 
thing, Fun for all and you can't lose because 
the coins are returnable. Not to be used for 
gambling purposes. Just enclose $1.69 plus 
26c for postage and handling. If not thoroughly 


satisfied, return in ten days for refund of full 
purchase price. 
WONOR HOUSE PROD. CORP Dept. 472887) 


LYNBROOK, NEW YORK 11563 


SECRET BOOK SAFE 


ONLY 


jee 


With Combination Lock 
Only You Can Open 


‘The Secret Book Safe looks just like any book so no one 
would think to look for valuables in it. But even chance 
Giscovery leaves your possessions safe — securely 
ockes by a combination only YOU know — because YOU 
yourself have set it, Simple instructions show you 
how. Tough under structure 1s covered with simulated 
Teather binding to look just like a real book. Just send 
$1.00 plus 35¢ postage and handling for each book 
fale you ant Money back Af 10 are ot satistied 
HONOR MOUSE DEPT..472BS87 LYNBROOK, W.Y. 11563 


8 MM MOTION PICTURE 
Color or Black & White PROJECTOR 


ONLY 


5g 


Complete 


FREE: NEW THRILLING SENSATION 


Add 3-D Stereo effect with "Miracle Specs 
which makes people look so full and real you 
can reach out and touch them. One pair 
comes with each projector. Additional pairs 
are $2.98 each 


_ 


FEATURES: 


+ Sturdy Construction + Speed Cont 

* Complete with Screen or slow mation 

* Projects color or + Guaranteed 
ack and white 


WAVE ALL THE FUN OF PRIVATE MOVIES 
NOW AT THIS LOW PRICE 

Precision engineered and compact. Completely 

portable in its own case. Needs no electric outlet 

Since it is battery operated. So simple and safe 

to use even a child can operate it. Its double lens 

focusing is sure and easy for bright, clear pictures. 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL—Money back guarantee on 
10 day free trial. Don't delay—send $6.98 plus 
75c for postage and handling or send $1.00 rood 
will deposit and pay postman balance on delivery 
plus C.0.D. and postage charges. Add $2.98 for 
each pair of additional "Miracle Specs.” 


HONOR HOUSE PROD. CORP., DEPT. 472NP87 
Lynbrook, New York 11563 
N.Y, State Residents add applicable Sales Tax. 


for fast 


STINGER AUTOMATIC” 


CAL. PELLETS FREE 
u Feels Like Real Packet 
‘Automatic — Lo: 


Fires 22 cal. pellets just as 1 
you can pull the trigger. Great for 
fast action combat-type target prac 
tice. 50 re-usable 22 cal. pellets 
free. Free supply of targets. Money 
back if not satisfied, Just send 
$1.00 plus 25¢ for postage and 
handling to Mener House Dep!, 
Lynbrook, MY. 11563 


‘Not sold in NY City. 


FEET [IN 
7 Tad AUTHENTIC 


COLORS 
GLOW in the 
DARK EYES 


shock when they see the 
"MONSTER" reaching out 
sinister as the wildest 
jghtmare. Bigger than 
e—Frankenstein—the 
man-made monster that 
terrorized the world, 7 
feet tall, with eyes that 
glow eerily in the dark 
for 2 special, thrilling 
chill, So lifelike in au: 
thentic colors, that you'll 
probably find yourself 
talking to,him. Won't 
you be surprised if he 
answers! 
There is also his perfect 
companion—BONEY the 
SKELETON —stark and 
scary—just a wonderful 
pair to set your hair on 
end 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
Just send $1,00 plus 35¢ 
to cover postage ana 
handling for each mon: 
ster you want. ORDER 
WO AND SAVE. (The same 
35¢ for postage and han- 
dling applies to orders 
for TWO MONSTERS—a 
total of 2 for $2.38.) 
Your money back if not 
satisfactorily horrified 
HONOR HOUSE 
DEPT. 472MR87 
LYNBROOK, K. ¥. 
11563 


PELLET 

FIRING 

“STINGER AUTOMATIC” 
50-22 Cal. Pellets Free. 


Looks and Feels Like Full Size “James Bond” 
style German Automatic $¥2 inches long — 4¥2 
inches Nigh. Fires 22 cal. pellets just as fast as 
you can ‘pull the trigger with realistic moving 
Slide ‘action. Great tor fast action combat—type 
target practice. 50 reusable 22 cal. pellets tre 

Free supply of targets. Money back if not satvafied. 
Just send $1.25 plus 25¢ Not sold in NY City. 

HONOR HOUSE 
Dept. 472PK87 Lynbrook, N.Y. 11583 


X-RAY SPECS 


An Hilarious Optical Illusion 


Scientific optical principle really works. Imagine 

you put on the X-Ray’ Specs and hold your 
hand in front of you. You seem to be able to 
Took right through the flesh and see the bones 
Underneath. Look at your friend. Is that really 
his body you "see under his clothes? Loads 
of laughs and fun at parties. Send only $1 olus 
25¢ shipping charges Money Back Guarantee 


HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS COI 
Lynbrook. NY Dept 472XRB7; 


HIS WEAKENED LEGS GAVE WEANWHILE, RHOMA ROSE TO HER” 
WAY! HE TUMBLED HEADLONG | FEET! SHE SAW THE RAYMACHINE 
DOWN THE STAIRS, TO LIE | ON THE FLOOR WHERE HE HAD 
UNCONSCIOUS AT THE BOTTOM! | DROPPED IT... 


BUT NOW HER LOVE HAD TURNED To. 
WRATH / 


HE SPURNED ME! 
HE FLUNG My OFFER 
OF LOVE BACK INTO 
MY FACE / T WILL 
KILL,..AULLS 


HORRIBLE THING ENTERED THE BASEMENT, AND RETURNED A FEW 
MOMENTS LATER WITH A CLUB/DAN HAD REGAINED CONSCIOUSNESS BY 


NOW; AND HE GAPED /N HORROR AS HE SAW THE CRUSHED MONSTER 
STANDING ABOVE HIM. 


YOU-HAVE Lost 

YOUR RIGHT To LIVE! 

3 YOUR.HOUR OF DOOM, 
HAS COME! gi) 


Lal 


SHE'D BEEN DEAD... SHE | THEN SHE RECALLED THE MACHINE!/ HAND-IN-HAND, THEY RETURNED To THE 
KNEW DEATH WELL / 


CRUMBLING FINGERS TURNED THE GRAVE... THEY WERE TOGETHER ATLAST! 
NOW DAN WAS DEAD/ SWITCH AND THE LIFE-GIVING RAY. 


BURNED DOWN oe COME 
ON OAN +e ALONG, 


. DARLING | 
HE HATED ME! HE LOVED i = 
ATONE TIME,NOW... AN { , 
ALL I WANT |S PEACE 

AND QUIET... 


WHAT HAVE I DONE? 
I'M ALONE AGAIN, THOUGH 


